
Through Library Windows Ed Howe, Composite Yankee
BOOKS THAT ARE NEVER IN.

A VISITOR in one of tlio great
bronchia of tho New York Public

Library, struct by the lean and starving
nppearance of the shelves, inquired of the
person in charge where the books were; it
seemed to be a library without reading
matter. With a triumphant gesture, as if
to include the whole civilizing influence of
literature, the lady replied, "They're cir-

culating 1"

That seemed to her, and was, 'a satis-

factory reply. That a boolc in the home is
feorth two on the shelf is a maxim so
flblf-cvide- nt as to be liardly worth repeat-fit- g.

It has a corollary the book which
0mains on the open shelf when all the
tfhers have gone out must give an excuse
ftir being in the library at all.

Nor is this the only sequel to the story.
The book that is never in has its own
special claim to recognition. It is a fre-
quent cause of unliappiness. The reader
who wants if goes out muttering that the
library never contains anything yon want.
Hut it is a good thing .for the book trade,
for when a book has demonstrated that it
belongs to this special class the book-
seller has bis opportunity. Most of us,
for instance, cannot put at the disposal
of our readers more than two or three
copies at the most of any one of the half
dozen favorite books about Uoosevclt. Any
good book store should be perfectly safe

NEW
BOOKS

AT ALL BOOKSELLERS

Rebuilding Europe In the Face of

World-Wid- e Bolshevism
By NEWELL DWIGHT HILLIS
A book of tremendou fact? by a man who

is preparod to back up hU fctatemonts. Jtfea
dorumont oui&Jnlnff startling proof of a
world-wid- e nwuro that must bejnet. Ita book fur every American to mid.
net.

Author of "The Christ We Forget"

The Church We Forget
By P. WH1TWELL WILSON

A Study of the Early Christians
The PrwtijtRrlau atr&fta tho key-n- ot at

Mr. Wflwo'j aoocorta when It rar: "Air.
WiUon catches tho roil farm, the mm-In-s life,
tho ileturmluinjc Uutaili. and tbu tlu'-a-

la a way that thry will bo road." CJotb.
SZ.OO net.

HENRY VAN DYKE'S NEW GIFT'
BOOK

! What Peace Means
Pi van DyUs rtrlklng looUpt mlxbt havo

btttm fitly coIUhI "IVarrt and Immortality,'
fur It Ucm ui a ilUti.ct connection uxlxt.'ift
lMtirtHUi tho jnro that comas an ttm frutt
oTimll Una I Karrlflcn and The ;xiaio that is tho
promimwt bnrltaRu or tho faitiifia." Hoard,
AO cent iirt.

Author of "TV Me a True Storu"

"Tell Me a Story I Never

Heard Before"
By MARY STEWART

irinry van Dyko ncfoldod tho"
Kerri't f Allsa HUrwart's miccus when he
s11: "sho-kno- how to bring ervr.li story
U tho rhUd'f level." Uachel Lyman Ffold'a
Quaint shallow pi -- turns add a fkscluaUit
novelty, lUustrativJ. 1.7.5 net.

Author or "Little Merry Christ-ma- s

Miss Emiline's Kith and Kin
By WINIFRED ARNOLD

A capital portrayal nf American country
life It U Uvtwl In tho lltriffm rf lsTiw
England. A mtjt dlvorlinR narrative, ono
certain to win for Mi.v Arnold linen addition
to th frind sbo made with Mla Ila&tt"
and "l.ltllo Atrrry Ubrhtinas." UlustratuO.

1.23 net.

Just Jemima
By J. J. BELL

Another ".tllcw of SmfleV with J. J. R,11.
larkod bv tho name dry, punffunt humor for

vhich ttrll haa Iwk laicn nowd. and tSust
Jemima" wilt quickly take lta place next to--W'tw Macsrronror," ovor whk-)- i million
havo laUKhud and rejoiced. Cloth. 91JBO
net.

Fleming H. Revel!
Company

New York, 158 Fifth Ave.
Chicago, 17 No. Wabash Ave

in counting rather heavily upon this
fact in making purchases.

Tom Sawyer and HueHeberry Finn arc
the clnBrTa examples of what I mean by
books that are never in. In the young
people's room where some timorous souls
have in the past tried to discriminate
against Tom .and bis disreputable friend
on tho ground that something is the mat-
ter with their deportment, and xin tho
adult fiction collection these, two books
and sometimes Tlie'Prince and the Pauper
as well are counted among the books that
are always out. f

Nowhere else in the long list of spe-
cially serviceable authors does the fool-
ishness of the "complete set" so plainly
appear as in the case of Mark Twain.
Everybody has read Tom Sawyer, but I
don't know of any one who can lay his
'hand on bis heart and say that he is or
ever expects to be, a faithful reader of
all that Mark Twain has written.

Neither the public library nor the pri-
vate owner can possibly bavo an equally
urgent need for all the books by this great
American.

When we come to the other books of
fiction that libraries have perpetual diff-
iculty in supplying, we lrave a pretty good
index of the real affections of American
readers. Such a list in the library I am
familiar with seems to me distinctly a
credit to the discrimination of the reading
public. David Copperfield, Vanity Fair,
Silas Zlarncr, Tess of the iyUberviU.es,
TZidnappcd, Treasure Island, Hie Light
That Failed and Uamona arc on the list
along with such modern companions as
Myrtle lteed, Edgar Rice Burroughs, and,
of course, our Harold, the flivver of
modern fiction. Among the story tellers
of yesterday the honored ones include
Richard. Harding Davis and O. Henri.
Tiie Crisis is never in and neither is To
Have and to Hold.

The affections of childhood are less
fickle than those of grown folks when-book- s

are concerned. Louisa Alcott's
books have never lost their grip. The
Jungle Book is always out. Miss Mont-
gomery's Anne of Green Gables and Kale
Douglas Wiggins's priceless Jlebecca of
Sunny Brook Farm, the Oz stories and
the Lang fairy books, the Little Pepper
series and the Little Colonel books have
ever new circles of friends.

Just at present tho books. that tell how
to give Christmas entertainments at home
are never in. The demaud .for these with
us is greater than usual at Christmas time,
an evidence no doubt of the existence of
a certain despised class who haven't been
making profits nor forcing somebody io
increase thSSr wages, and who therefore
ere finding it necessary to devise some

.other way of keeping Christmas than by
buying gifts. But neither can wo satisfy
the demand for Sir Oliver Lodge's book
Raymond, Maeterlinck's Life of the Bee,,
Katharine Blackford's Aiuly-iu- g Charac-
ter, Service's poems and Bennett's little
essay, published nine years ago, on llout
to Live on Twenty-fou- r Hours a Day.

.The demand for the book which Mr.
Crothers has wittily christened Education
in Pursuit of Henry Adams shows no
signs of falling off. Miss Addams's
Twenty Years at'Hull House is never iu.

No wonder in times like these that Dr.
George L. Walton's book, Why Worry?
goes out as soon as it comes back.

Paul M. Paine.

More Kindness to Pinero

TnE third volume of Clayton
action of The Social Flays

of Arthur Wing Pinero has just ap-
peared. It contains Lctty and His House
in Order, with a general introduction and
critical prefaces to each play.

Mr. Hamilton's aim iu editing the im-

portant Pinero plays in a dignified edi-

tion is an excellent one; such series ought
to be undertaken for representative work
of a dozen or more modern dramatists.
Ho has edited the plays with great care;
his critical prefaces arc thorough and en-

lightening He admits the tenuity of
His House in Order a refreshing change
from his idolatrous attitude in some of
tho comment in the earlier volumes.

THE SOCIAL PLAYS OP AUTIim'
WING PINEEO. VOL. III. Kdited by
Cijittok ILwnvroK. 12. 1. Dutton Sr Co.

Books and the Book 'World of The Sun, December 7, JfllO.

must be very agreeable to own " aIT monthly devoted entirely to your own
remarks. Still more agreeable when it
finds a largo and interested public. Ven-

tures in Common Sensej by K. "V7. Howe,
arc collected from noise's Monthly for
tho Free Lance Series, with an introduc-
tion by H. L. Mencken. The introduction,
by "the way, is not the least interesting
part of the book, for it shows Mr.
Mencken in a role he seldom plays, roar-
ing you as gently as any socking dove.

In these "aphorisms and arguments''
Mr. HowcTangcs over a 'wide field without
ploughing deeply into it at any point, a
characteristic which stamps him as a pe-
culiarly American philosopher. There-ar- c

thirty-tw- o subjects of comment: Women
are at the head of the list, for Ameriean
men are known everywhere for their un-
failing slogah, "Ladies first." Yet some
of this politeness in precedence might be
sacrificed for a less grimly contemptuous
note. There is neither old fashioned cour-
tesy nor new fashioned nonchalant cam-
araderie in his attitude. Still, as he him- -
self says at the close of that section,
'"Finally I am sorry I brought up the sub-
ject. I know nothing about it."

Ho leaves it behind with an air of re-

lief to touch at varying length, but with
some monotony of style, upon Literature,
Tie Poor, Conduct, Fools, Friendship,
sociology, anything and everything.
The pithy paragraphs lie open
to the suspicion that their au-
thor is often fitting the truth to
the epigram rather than the epigram to
the truth. Yet in general there is a vi-

brant, even vociferous honesty, without
any of the usual self-decepti-on that drapes
so gracefully the philosopher in public.
Gradually, out of these keen, crude, earn-
est sayings, there emerges the composite
American American, first of all, boeauso
he is so defiantly provincial.

The term is not necessarily a reproach.
It states a fact. The charm and subtle
flavor of wide experience do not touch his
spirit. His J imitations in sosthetie and
cultural standards would be irritating if
they were not a trifle tragic. In religious
matters he is an agnostic, though he says
with great definiteness, "I know." One
feels that ho iseso very capable and
bhpewd and untouched by imagination that
he is efficiently free of the need of God.
He respescts man, and that is good. Yet
it is the Tespcct of the trader for a fellow
trader who may get the better of him.
He sees very distinctly, yet short sight-edl- y.

The poets whom he so despises have
the truer vision. .

But this sturdy, genuine, homely phi-
losopher is a plain man in a plain world
and anxious to havo every one know bow
very plain it is. His prototype was the.
Yankee farmer chewing tobacco while he '

astutely criticised the great of the nation
in the forum of the crossroads "gen'ral
store."

One could quote freely from this odd

AlitJior of Opera,"

mixture of shrewdness, cheap scepticism,
vigorous optimism, this honest, matter of
fact, unimaginative man. His being is
woven out of the many colored fibres of
Ameriean life.

All the same one ''would rather see than
bo one." y M. P. A.

VENT HUES IN COMMON SKXSE. Bt
B. W. Hoirr. Alfred A. Knopf.

TN William Webster Elbsworth's A Gol

den Age of Authors, is a memory of
Hopkinson Smith's appearance as a Ger-

man emperor at a Twelfth Night revel of
tho Century Club, held years before tho
war. Kaiser Hopkinzollem wore a brass
helmet and a snow white uniform and his
moustaches were turned up. He went
around with a box of decorations, "pinning
one on nearly every breast. Later in the
evening he was called upon for a speech
and he delivered one that was prophetic
'I am a man of peace,' he said. 'I vant a
piece of Morocco; I vant a piece of China;
I vant a piece of of efery country I have
not the whole of alretty.' "

ASHE

BOJER

Isabel Ostrander's great de-

tective story.

Unlike any you liave ever
read before.

Ju Out.
All llooloaoUcr

!..--.
Robert M. ASHES

Rare and Unusual Books
Out now 1920 Catalog f letenntlnx Nmr ami OIU

llool.s tll bo mailocl Tm upon rryur.it.

POWNER'S BOOK STORE
The Motiso or a .Million Hooka

3.1-3- 7 NNirtlt f.'lnrh St.. Chicago. III.
Storm' H Chi-ag- o, ClovolaiKl and Iw AckJ.

By Henry Edward Krehbiel
.MuIraI Critic if! The Tribune.

The new book is probably its distinguished author's master-wor- k, for besides
retaining the distinguished merits of its predecessor, it includes some delightful

depressions to cognate subjects.

. With over forty illustrations. Full repertories of
each season, full Ir.d2x, etc. 49(pp. 8vo. 53.50 net.

HENRY HOLT AND COMPANY
19 West 44th Street :: n New York

Author ot
THE FACE OF THE WORLD

AXU
'THE GREAT HUNGER

BLAS CO I M.N.E Z
author of "27c- - Four Horsemen of ilicy Apocalypse"

N says:
"Jolum Bojeu is a Maupassant of the. North, an impas-
sioned, rapid thinker, with Latin clarity . . . what
a fiery, passionate way of telling the story!"
His books may be had from your bookseller or from the
publisher, at $1.75 each, plus postage.
MOFFAT, YARD & COMPANY, 31 Union Square West, New York


